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Intermezzo 


Author's Notes: 
This story contains dirty talk, backstage blowjobs, Lars in eyeliner - and doesn't even pretend to be anything 


else than pure, self-indulgent porn. 


Lars can't remember the last time he had a full night of sleep. The final weeks before the album release tend 
to do that to you. Interviews, business meetings, phone calls and press conferences, one after the other. By 

now he is so exhausted he feels like he might keel over any minute, even if he has been fighting the tiredness 
as much as he can: Downing one cup of coffee after the other, doing lines with Kirk in the bathroom. It's been 


going on for almost two weeks now and he is isn't sure how much more he can take. 


Today's schedule isn't helping. They have to face the press in half an hour and there'll be questions: Half of 
them along the lines of "How will the new album sound like? Is it heavier than the black one?", the other half 
something like "Why did you all cut your hair?" and if they are lucky something creative like "Why is there a 


picture of blood and sperm on the cover?" 


lm too old for this, too fucking old 


His heart pounding hard, high up his chest, Lars leans against the non-descript concrete wall of the equally 
plain conference center and lights a cigarette. Taking up smoking at the ripe old age of 32 might be slightly 
ridiculous, but he needs to do something with his hands to keep them from shaking. 

He puts the almost empty packet of Camels back in his pocket and takes a deep drag, watching the smoke 
curling towards the grey ceiling. It's helps a little, but whenever he thinks of the horde of journalists, already 


waiting for them a few rooms away, he feels close to a heart-attack again 


Lars Ulrich, afraid of public speaking? Two weeks ago he would have laughed. Now that the stress has eaten 


him once again the anxiety has become very real and all he wants to do is escape. 
There is only one man, who can help him with that. 


Lars grind out the butt of his Camel under his heel, smoothes back his newly cut hair with one hand - he stil 


isn't used to all the cool air on his neck - and sets off to look for James. 


* * 

He finds him talking to Kirk and Jason in yet another backstage room, beer bottle in hand, his eyes hidden 
behind black Ray Ban shades. Well, he is not really talking, he just nods along to whatever Kirk says - even with 
the dark sunglasses its obvious his mind is elsewhere. 

He turns around when Lars enters the room. 

"What's up with your eyes, man? 

"My what?" Lars fingers fly up towards his face then he remembers. "Oh, the eyeliner! Well, | thought I'd give 
the press something to talk about." He manages a wry smile. "And it goes nicely with Kirk's make-up don't you 
think?" 

James is pushing the sunglasses out of his face, just so Lars can see him rolling his eyes. 

"It looks gay as fuck." 


"Well, if you think so.." 


He watches as James puts the sunglasses and his beer bottle down on the table. There are bags under his 
eyes, it looks like he hasn't slept much either. 


"There's something | need to talk to you about, do you have a minute?" 


"Sure." 


That tension in James shoulders - Lars is sure it wasn't there a moment ago. He mumbles an excuse towards 
Kirk and Jason and follows James out of the room. 


* eK 


They don't speak as they walk down the corridor, their footsteps unnaturally loud on the functional beige- 
brown carpet. They don't need to. They both know what's going to happen. 


There, next to the gents, a door that looks like it leads to some kind of storeroom. James rattles at the door, 
but it's locked He swears, and then casts a short glance to the left, to the right. They are alone. Ten minutes 
without anyone looking that's all they need. 


Suddenly Lars is slammed against the wall, James’ fingers digging hard in his shoulders, his breath hot against 
his face. 


"You look like a fucking whore," James growls as he lifts his hand up to Lars’ face, smudging the kohl under his 


left eye with his thumb. 

Lars gasps, momentarily lost for words. 

"That was the goal, wasn't it?" he manages and another growl from deep within James's throat is his answer. 
The sound alone would be enough to make Lars hard - if his cock wasn't already straining uncomfortably 


against his too-tight leather pants. 


"Do you want to meet those press-fuckers like this? With a face full of fucking make-up?" James's voice 
rasps close to his ear. Lars shivers. "Aren't you worried what they will think about you?" 


James’ tongue, hot and wet, traces the shell of Lars' ear while his hand trails down his jaw line towards his 


throat, calloused guitarists fingers brushing against his pulse point, then lower towards the collar of his shirt. 
"|. | thought we were long past that shit," Lars gasps, struggling for words as he leans back against the 
concrete wall, deliberately pushing his hips forward - a movement that makes James swallow hard, and his 
Adam's apple bobbing in his throat. 

"Why should we care what the press is going to say?" 


I's an old game they're playing here. James regains his composure within seconds. 


"And | always thought you were good at this stuff," he whispers, breathing against Lars' overheated skin, 


"Maybe we need to look for another PR guy, someone who doesn't dress like a slut?" 


His fingers have been busy, undoing the buttons of Lars’ shirt, one by one. 


"l. Fm not sure what the one thing has to do with the other." 


Instead of an answer, James licks a trail down the side of Lars’ neck, the cruel scrape of his beard almost too 
much for the sensitive skin and Lars can't bite back a moan when James' hand finally sneaks into his shirt, 


reaching for his nipples. 
"Please", Lars almost whimpers. 


This is too slow. This is going far too slow. And they're still somewhat in public standing in that corridor. What 


if someone comes in, what if someone is going to see them? 
"What the hell is that?" James’ fingers freeze mid-movement. 
The first true smile of the day spreads across Lars’ lips. 


"Little surprise for you," he whispers, savoring every moment: How James eyes go wide and his breath comes 


faster as his fingers brush against the gold ring in Lars’ nipple. 


Lars looks down and notices the bulge in James’ faded jeans. "We need to take this somewhere more private, 


don't you think?" he says with a smile and withdraws from James’ grasp. 


All James can master is a breathless nod. Now it is Lars who strides down the corridor, James following close 
on his heels. Lars can feel his eyes on his back - it's like being hunted by a large predator - but in a good 
way, a way that makes the hairs on the back of his neck stand up and his cock achingly hard. 


There, another door - it leads to an empty room, probably intended for small business meetings with a table, a 
slide projector and a handful of chairs. This will do. They step inside, close the door from within and Lars puts 


a chair under the handle to prevent anyone from following them, like he saw it in all those cop shows on TV. 


The very moment Lars is done with his work, he is seized by a pair of rough hands and slammed against the 
wall again - face forward this time with James’ long body pressing against his back. He can feel every inch of 
his hard cock against his ass, even through the material of James's jeans and his own leather pants. He shifts 
back, grinds his ass against James’ crotch. "Slut," James whispers against his neck and Lars’ moans grow 


louder. 


And then, finally, the delicious pain of James’ teeth sinking into his neck, biting down on that sensitive spot 
where neck joins shoulder. Fuck, he has waited for this for days. How many sleepless nights did he fantasize 
about this moment? How many times did he jerk off to the sheer thought of this? This is what he was waiting 
for, this special kind of pain, the one that runs deep red and hot through his body, directly into his groin 


where it turns into white hot pleasure. 


"James," he whimpers and then there's a hand, pressing down on his mouth, calloused fingers against his lips, 


gagging him and that makes it even more perfect. He can't help it, he has to thrust his hips, forwards, 
backwards, grinding into the exquisite hardness behind him. 


James is biting down on his neck again, pulling the skin between his teeth, sucking hard, leaving bruises, making 
it hurt. Lars wouldn't have it any other way. The pain is the best thing, it helps him to forget and wind down. 
No more stress, no more stupid questions from the press, just dirty human bodies, flesh and blood and bone, 
engaged in that same old song and dance, the mindless merging of bodies that leaves no room for fear and 


desperation. 


A few rough movements and then his shirt is pulled off his body and James' fingers are at his pierced nipple 
again, playing with the ring, tugging on the metal, sending another exquisite burst of pleasure-meeting-pain 


through Lars's body. 


He is not sure, how much longer he is going to last. When James lets go of his nipple, his hand trailing lower 


and finally palming the crotch of Lars’ pants he is sure, he's going to come on the spot. 


"Unnghth", he mumbles against the warm surface of the hand still covering his month while the buttons of his 
fly pop open one by one and the obstructing leather is pushed down towards his thighs. His underpants follow 
on the spot and finally, finally James wraps his long fingers around Lars’ cock. 


James' hand across his mouth is still suffocating his moans as his other hand pumps Lars’ cock, each 
movement sending tremors of ecstasy through Lars' body. Oh god, he wants this, he wants this -so fucking 
much-. And it's not enough, it's by far not enough. 


If they had time, he'd sink down to his knees, to worship James cock the way he fantasizes about whenever 
he sees him on stage, with his legs wide apart, that perfect ass in skin-tight jeans, basically fucking his guitar 
as the energy of the music floats through his body. Oh yes, Lars would fall down on his knees, first mouthing 
him through the soft faded denim of his jeans for a nice foretaste of what's to come, before he would finally 
unwrap that perfect long and thick cock and demonstrate to what good use he can put that motormouth of 


his. His own cock is leaking precome at the mere thought. 


But they don't have time for that now. The press conference will be underway in less than ten minutes. All 
they can have is a quick fuck - and Lars has already waited too long. He needs James -now- needs him inside 


of him. 


Arching his back, he grinds his ass against James's crotch again. Like a cat in heat, like that fucking rentboy 
slut he dressed up as. 


James hand leaves his mouth. Lars can feel how he is losing control, hears the trembling in his voice as he 


rasps: "Tell me what you want!" 


Strong fingers wrap around Lars' throat, slowly sliding up and down. Torturously slow, applying just enough 
pressure to let him know that they could crush his windpipe, end his pathetic existence right here and now and 


the sheer power that James wields over him, is turning him on so much that Lars almost forgets to breathe. 
"Fuck me", he finally gasps, not sure if the words came out in English or Danish, but James doesn't care. 


Fingers brush against his lips again and Lars sucks them into his mouth until they are nice and wet with 
strings of saliva hanging from edge of his lips when James pulls them out. Lars spreads his legs further while 
bracing himself against the wall with his forearms, offering himself. Like a whore - the sheer thought goes 


right into his cock and makes him even harder. 


A fingertip brushes against his hole, not yet pushing in and Lars moans and bucks his hips. No more games, 

not now. "Please!" For once, James obeys. It doesn't even hurt when pushes the first finger into him, sliding it 
in with one smooth movement up to the second knuckle. They've done this so often by now, that Lars gotten 
used to it. More spit, another finger, the delicious stretching sensation of being full, being pushed towards his 
limits. James‘ beard scratches across Lars’ skin, leaving red marks as he covers his neck and shoulders with 


open-mouthed kisses that quickly turn into bites. 


Another finger. They're in deep now, twisting, curling, pushing in and out and Lars is so close - so fucking close. 


But he isn't allowed to come, not yet. 


He turns his head around and looks at James, just taking in the sight for a moment: Steely blue eyes that 
have turned dark with lust, sweat on his brow, teeth flashing white, the wolf pendant glittering on the tight 
leather strap that holds it around James’ neck - and yet, behind all the animalistic lust, the brutal fucking and 
the wolf-like growls, there's the spark, the true connection between them, the thing that has made them 


survive whatever the universe has thrown at them. 


"| need you," Lars whispers and oh, he, how he wishes that they could just fuck here and now. But the clock is 


ticking and there is no lube. Time to improvise. 


"Make me come, please!" jumbled syllables tumbling from his lips, probably half in Danish - he couldn't care 
less. Because now James withdraws his fingers and for a second Lars feels horribly empty. He presses his 
forehead against the wall again and closes his eyes, waiting. He can hear James spitting into his hand now and 


then, finally the fingers push in again - four at once this time, almost too much for him to take. 


And still, everything in him aches for more. Just a tiny bit, a hair's breadth closer to the edge, fingers 
pressing against flesh, making it yield, turning pain into exquisite pleasure - just a little closer, just a litle bit, 
oh please, James, please. - and then he has left the realm of rational thinking behind him.. There are no 
bandmates, no album release and no biting reviews in magazines anymore. Just him and James, blood and flesh 


and bodies and soaring, roaring pleasure. 


A few more thrusts is all it takes and then the world explodes in front of his eyes as he clamps down hard on 
James' fingers. With a sound that is half a groan and half a stifled cry he comes all over the ugly grey ingrain 


wallpaper in front of him 


For a few seconds Lars can't breathe, he can't move, all that exists is the pounding of his heartbeat in his 
ears and the sensation of James’ fingers slowly withdrawing from inside him. 


When he finally regains his breath, Lars turns around and without thinking, sinks down onto his knees. 


James cock is pressing against the front of his jeans, and Lars reaching up with trembling fingers, undoing the 
button, pulling down the zipper. James helps him, his own movements frantic as he pushes his jeans and 


underwear halfway down his thighs, freeing his impressive erection 


Lars loses no time, puts his hands on James hips, feels the warm skin over sharp hipbones - and then finally, 
finally he wraps his lips around the tip of James’ cock. Precome smears his lips, bitter and salty as he licks 
across the glans, savoring the sound of James‘ desperate moans and the stinging pain as James' fingers dig 


deep into his scalp, searching for hold in his short hair, pulling him closer. 


He is gagging now as he tries to take him in, his lips stretching around the girth of James’ cock. Tears sting in 
the corners of his eyes, he can't breathe, but he doesn't care. 


"Oh, Lars, fuck" 


James is close now, so close. He thrust his hips forward with desperate abandon, fucking Lars' mouth, with 
that glorious cock of his, making him gag and choke, but Lars won't withdraw, won't give up now, not for 


everything in the world. 

And then James comes as well, spurting his seed hot and bitter into Lars‘ mouth, sticky drops spilling over, 
staining his lips, mixing with saliva and running down the corners of his mouth, because Lars cannot swallow it 
all as much as he tries. 

He withdraws his head and now James is bracing himself against the wall, his breath still heavy and erratic. 
Sweat is running down his forehead and his eyes are dark as he looks down onto Lars, gasping, but unable to 


utter a single word. 


Slowly, Lars licks his lips, savoring the last drops of come, before he wipes his mouth with the back of his 
hand. 


"That. was what | needed" 

"What we both needed" With an unusually tender smile James holds out a hand, pulling Lars on his feet. 

They don't talk while they're trying to clean themselves up. There are bruises on Lars' shoulders and an angry 
red bite mark on his neck that his shirt collar barely covers. /i/ need fo borrow a scarf from Kirk for the press 


conterence, he thinks. 


"Oh fuck, the press conference!" 


"What?" 

He looks at his watch. "It started five minutes ago!" 

* * * 

They probably still reek of sex when they storm into the room where the others are waiting. But there was 
no time for a shower, no time for anything. Lars discovers his sunglasses on a table and puts them on, hiding 
his smudgy eyeliner. Then he lights a cigarette, his fingers still shaking slightly. 

"Where the fuck have you been?" asks Kirk, "We've been waiting for like forever!" 

Thankfully, they have no time for explanations. 


"Hl tell you later", Lars says ~- he'll think of something, anything, once they survived the next hour. 


He glances towards James who silently nods and puts on his own sunglasses. "Time to go." 


~tbe 


